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An Elegias POEM 
{ N 
Mcmory of that truly worthy and Loyal Gentlemati 


Willam Whitmore 


: Fquire« 


Late of Balmes in the C ounty of Middleſex, 


who being Winnded by the Caſual Diſcharge of his owis piſtol depart? 
| oe of his own Piſtol depart: 
ed this life July the 31th 1684, SE. 
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Wy! Hen the loud Trump of Fame the News had ſpread 
The Young, the Brave, the Generous whitmor”s dead. 
One general y=_ tun'd every gentle Breaſt : 
And flowing Tears from e'ry Eye-lid preſt, 

The Hero that in chaſe of Fame had trod | 

The ſlagghter'd Field, and Forded Streams of Blood 

Fluſht inthe Arts of Death, yet wept to ſee 

A Brothes fall without a Victory, 

- Apollo's Sons forſook their Withering Bayes, 

Laid by their Books, forgot their tuneful Layes] 

Arid Dumb with ſtupid grief, could only ſigh 

Mecena their lov'd Patrons Elegy, Bag 

But muſt he then have none 2 If learned Verſe 

Be ſuffer'd only to attend his Hearſe, - 

Raptures arid Figures of the firſt degree 

Strain'd to the higheſt Notes of Extaſie, 

Such as of old the MMantuay Bard inſpir'd, 

Or Athens in her Pride of Power admir'd 

I muſt befilent , yet i've heard it ſaid, C 


The meaneſt duties which to Heaven are paid 
Are kindly taken, if devoutly made. 


What 


What if 1 then, can't briag as-others q9* | 
With what Ihave, his Fuperal Hearſe lik ſtrew, 

And to the Duſt his dear remains Perſue: | 
Sad thought, mu-be thither go»? Ah Death?” 4 
Cann this (briberhee;to recat-big Breath * 

hoafds of Virtue ſav'd in earlicft Yauth ' 

Exalted Wit, Wealth, Loyalty or Truth 

Are worth thy value, give us back this one 

Of all the numerous Subjects of 'thy" Throne, 

From his own _ = exuoge Pa — | 

T d riches ehthamhbatibouſt gab betbre- -- 
FF Siet aor yeah alas are all thy ſtore. 

And where's the Booty, where's thy. Treaſure there # 
Where thy Proud Cognguelts o're the Sons of Men? { 
Vain dearh, Jnd yet ingyofable too! tet 
They happieſt are,that in a Camp perſue 

Thy charged Bolts, and ſnatch a Fate from you. 

Thus would, thus wiſht, our#erd t6.lave fell 
' In a fair Field from Honours Pinnacle ; | 

Amidſt = ranks of Ranged Warriors —_— ; 
With Verdant, Bayes, «of, FamierenownY.; | - 

- w-rhg; re _> Bet 

In dolefyl, Dirges ſang.his Obſequies..” . -. © + 
But ſpitefal Death thisyou deny'd him. too, - « -! 
And baſely ftole his life e're *twas thy due: | 
His Blooming years ſcarce paſt. and yet to come 
Ages of Honour ere he reach. ta Fam OO. 77 
Fate promilt him.”? But Murd*rer as thou art 
Whilſt in Perſuit of theſe, thy Coward Dart 

Unſeen, and unexpexed reach't his heart, 

Malicioug}Fdct! get done'tis paſt regreſs + 

Thy. Shaftesare- ſpent, 3his Glory near | I  ____ 
Beyond the grave thy:Pawer'ican nercextend, GER” 
Thy Triumphs there, meertheir Appeinted.end, . 

Whilſt Mounted rhrough theSpheres pn Angels Wings; 


wo +» 


He's made a Courtier'ot 'the'$?zeg of Kings, -_ 
And *mongſt his Peers theSo7gs of Glory fings 
We only bave the loſs, that yet ſurvive.- .,- .- », - 
We only mourn, who yetafe doom'd to liye. 

Lifes Burthen none on Earth wou[d easly bear, 
The Whips of fortune, :ypd the goads of Care,... -- 


| Th Oppreſſors Wrongs, the Laws delay, the Taunts , : =—_ 


Of Great men, or the Pooy mane ftarving wants.. .. 
Could they like him Disburthen'd of. the Toy], _ . 
Be made Poſſeſlors of an Heavenly Soyl, © _.. 
Where in Immortal Joys with God 4bove, 

He caſtes the Banquets of Immortal [ove. 


We 2 © > 6h 
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